'What's the hurry ?' said the general He was on the
point of remembering that Zabiakm had a grudge against
Chernov, but he was absorbed in his cards 'All right,*
he conceded, 'you can go '
A few hours later Zabiakm was back The general was
still sitting in the same place, with Burdukovski beside
him Zabiakm handed him a sheet of paper folded in
four
'The Baron didn't say anything to me,' he remarked
He must be lying, Rezukhin reflected vaguely He aban-
doned his game, and read the words scribbled by Ungern
'Whip Chernov, and then burn him alive'
Rezukhin lowered his eyes, studied the arrangement of
his cards, and then looked round him Zabiakin was gaz-
ing at the top of a nearby tree Burdukovski had assumed
the womed air of a man who is always late The general
waited a moment or two, turned over a king, and addressed
him
'Burdukovski''
He was on the point of asking 'What would you do
in my place9* But it wasn't a question of cards now The
general handed Burdukovski Ungern's order
'Arrest Chernov, and give him two hundred lashes
Read that, and make arrangements accordingly *
Burdukovski looked like a man who has hurried for a
train at the last moment and then realized that he has
left his suitcase behind
'I can't read, General,' he said
Zabiakm came forward, smiling helpfully
'You are to * The general moved three small
diamonds, and studied the game again 'The Baron has
ordered him to be burned,* he blurted out, without
looking at the two officers
Burdukovski humed away Feeling relieved, Rezukhin
moved another small diamond The game looked promis-
ing The general was superstitious The knowledge that